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Swami Rama Tirath in those days, was living in
the neighbourhood of Tehri Garhwal. His days and
nights passed in incessant thought. He lived in the
wild, unrestrained, joys of Vedantic consciousness.
Most of his poen^ were composed in those days, and
the greatest poem was he himself.
His words were few, but all those that met him
found with him the fragrance of God. His eyes
sparkled with the pure luminosity of thought, his
face glowed with the snowy lustre of a highly sub-
limated emotion. He would touch the grass of the
ground under his feet with many endearing terms.
He called the river Ganges, as " my Gangi". He
had given pet names to his papers, pencils, pens and
he lived in the society of his own creation.
Joys came to him in crowds, attracted by his tre-
mulous sweetness of soul, and whenever they asked
him to be alone with them, he would fly like a stag
from all work, and scale the glaciers, run into the
Himalayan caves, and go bathing in the rivers, and
running on the roads at dark nights, facing danger
and death as a mere physical exercise, for their
sa^e. His joys were celestial persons to him. Their
company was to him all alluring. Many times
people found him semi-conscious with joy, having
laid himself down [unnoticed in a neglected cave for
days without food or drink.
He would sit on the banks of thelGanges a$d tears
of joy would stream out of him, and he loved to say
the three rivers, two of his eyes and one of the eye
of Heaven, came and mingled there at Tehri!
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